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menal Prosperity, Happiness. private Ruin, Misery. 
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ERE's a health to right honeſt John Bull, 
When he's gone we ſhan't find ſuch another; 
And with hearts and with glaſſes brim full, 
Here's a health to Old England, his mother ! 
| And with hearts, &c. 


5 
She gave him a good education, | 
Bade him keep to his Church and his King, 
Be loyal and true to the Nation, 


And then go be merry and ſing. 
Be loyal, &c. 


III. 
Now John is a good humour'd fellow, 


Induſtrious, honeſt, and brave; 
Not afraid of his betters, when mellow, 
Since betters he knows he ſhou'd have. 
Not afraid of his, &c. 
IV. 
For there muſt be fine Lords, and fine Ladies, 
There muſt be ſome Little, ſome Great, 
Their Wealth the ſupply of our Trade is, 
Our Hands the Support of their State. 
MA: Their Wealth, &c. 


V 


Some are born for the Court and the City, 
And ſome for the Village and Cot ; 
But Oh! *twere a dolorous Ditty 
If all became Equal in Lot. 
| | But Oh! 'twere, &c. 


„ VI. 
If our Ships had no Pilots to ſteer, 
What wou'd come of poor Jack in the Shrouds! 
Or our Troops no Commanders to fear, 
They'd ſoon be Arm'd Robbers in Crowds. 
= Or our Troops, &c. 
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VII. 
Then the Plough and the Loom muſt ſtand (till 


If they made us gentlemen all; 
Or all Clod-hoppers, then who wou'd fill 
The Parliament, Pulpit, and Hall? 
Or all Clod-hoppers, &c. 


VIII. 


Rights of Man'“ - makes a very fine Sound, 
Equal Riches—a plauſible Tale; 
But whoſe Labour wou'd then Till the Ground? 
All wou'd Drink, but who'd brew the beſt Ale? 
But whoſe Labour, &c. 


IX. 
When half naked, —half ſtarv'd, in the ſtreet 


We were wandering about, ſans Culottes, 
Wou'd Equality go fetch us Meat? 
Or Liberty lengthen our Coat ? 
Wou'd Equality, &c. 
X. 


That Knaves are for Lev'lling, no wonder, 
"Tis eaſy to gueſs at hel Pia 
*Tis they who'd get all by the Plunder, — 
Tis they who have Nothing to loſe. 
"Tis they who'd, &c. 


XI. 


Then away ! ſuch nonſenſical ſtuff, 
Full of Treaſon, Confuſion, and Blood, 
Ev'ry Briton has Freedom enough 
To be happy—as long as he's good. 
Ev'ry Briton, &c, 
XII. 
To be rul'd by a merciful King, 
To be guarded by Juries and Laws, 
And when the work's finiſhed, to ſing 
This, this is true Liberty's Cauſe. 


And when the Woerk's, &c. 


XIII. 
Then halloo, Boys! Halloo, Boys! ever, 


For juſt ſuch a Nation are we! 
Tis our pleaſure, —O may it ceaſe never 
*T is our Pride to be Loyal and Free. 
f Tis our Pleaſure, &c. 
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A NEW SONG. 


ET this, ſaid France, be England's curſe 
A ruin'd trade, an empty purſe, 
Revolt and Revolution. 
uſt Heav'n has made theſe woes her own, 
hile England thrives, her commerce grown, 
And ſound her Conſtitution, 


As time unrolls the bluſhing page, 
Wild havoc marks from ſtage to ſtage 
The Gallic Revolution; 

With horror pale its courſe we trace, 
Then with new tranſports we embrace 
Our much-lov'd Conſtitution. 


What ills have flow'd, ah! would'ſt thou know, 
What ills accurſt ne'er ceaſe to flow 
From this ſad Revolution; 
Go count the ſands, the bleſſings count, 
That copious ſtream from that pure fount, 
| The Britiſh Conſtitution. 8 


Ye meddling foes, ah ! ſpare your pains 
To work our weal : where Freedom reigns, 
There needs no Revolution. 
Britannia's bulwarks guard her ſhore, 

Her ſons united bow before 


Their ſacred Conſtitution. 


Your fell decrees each heart diſlikes, 
Your mob-drawn cannon, head-crowned pikes, 
Theſe tools of Revolution : 
Secure from theſe we laugh, and ſing, 
« God help the church, God ſave the King!“ 
« God bleſs the Conſtitution !*? 


Arg; TRUE 


WES pi en ,; 


Bo, 


TRUE BRITISH PATRIOTISM. 
Tune, Hearts of Oak.” 


HILE Britain's brave Seamen to Glory aſpire, 
And true to her cauſe, at all Treaſon take hre ; 
We Landſmen will ſhew, we'll from danger ne'er fly, 
But firm to her intereſt will conquer or die, 
For a patriot King,—all patriot Men, 
Will ever be ready, 
Ever be ſteady, | 
To fight, and to conquer again and again. 


Tf call'd to engage, we may truſt a good cauſe, 
Nor Gallia's proud legions e're fear to oppoſe, 
They own not the Ruler of earth and of ſky, 


On whom, to give force to our arms, we rely. 
For a patriot King, &e. 


Our Country, our Laws, our Religion we prize, 
Our Monarch we love, and all Traitors deſpiſe : 
Our Stateſmen for truth and for wiſdom renown'd, 


May hope with ſucceſs all their plans will be crown'd. 
For a patriot King, &c, 


No Frenchify'd maxims we'll ever receive, 
Nor any of Meſſieurs palaver believe; 
Shou'd we truſt their fine ſpeeches, alas! to our grief, 
They'd give us /7up meagre, inſtead of raaſt beef. 
| . For a patriot King, &c. 
What nation is favour'd like this happy iſle! 
Where flouriſhing Commerce bids Induſtry ſmile ? 
Where the Great can't oppreſs, and the Peaſant ſecure 
In his Cot, is a Prince, and contented, though poor. 
For a patriot King, &c, 
Such bleſſings enjoy'd, it would ſurely be vain, 
o hazard their loſs for ſv little to gain; 
Let the Knaves and the Fools rail at Rulers and Kings, 
We know, from g:2d Order, true Liberty ſprings, | 
| For a patriot King, &c. 
Long, long may our bleſt Conſtitution remain, 
In vigour and health, unſubdu'd by a Pain! 
May George long be ſpar'd, o'er this Realm to preſide, 
And William the Helm of the Veſſel ſtill guide! 
For a patriot King,—all patriot Men, 
Will ever be ready, 
Ever be ſteady, 
To fight, and to conquer again and again, 


THE 


(29) 


THE REVOLUTION QUACK. 
A NEW SONG 


1 was an old man, but no great politician, 

Who took a vile quack for an able phyſician; 

Says the quack, I muſt make a complete Revolution, 

« And give your Old Body a new Conſtitution.” 
Charus—Derry down, down, down derry down. 


« Your head is too ſtrong, and your legs are too weak, 

*< Your tongue prates too much, 'tis your toes that ſhould 
ſpeak.” — 

So he took him and turned him to make people ſtare, 


With his head in the mud, and his heels in the air. 
Derry down, &c. 


This aukward poſition ſoon made him fo crrzy, 

He ſwore the ſun ſhone, when twas foggy and hazy : 

Nay, more, he'd be d-—d (for his oaths were quite frightſul) 

It any man's ſtate could be half fo delightful. | | 
| Derry down, &c, 


So impious was he, in theſe termagant airs, 


That he bit his own tongue through, for ſaying its prayers ; 


And becauſe he would have no religion or teacher, 


He broke the church windows and kick'd out the preacher. 
| Derry down, &c. 


Then he tore and he ſcratch'd till the blood ran all o'er him, 
Yet vow'd none were ever ſo happy before him ; 
But what was ſtill worſe, in the midſt of thoſe labours, 


He ſent out his quacks to diſtract all his neighbours. 
Derry down. &c. 


Some ſound and in health, till theſe Doctors came to them, 
Felt ſymptoms within, very like to undo them; 
And others, by ſympathy catching his madneſs, 


Swore that Reaſon was laviſh confinement and madneſs. 
Derry down, &c. 


Oh! Britain, beware of this dreadful diſorder, 

Which rages they ſay in a neighbouring border ; 

Nor e'er, to be reckon'd more free or more wiſe, 

Plunge your head in the kennel, and ſpurn at the ſkies. 
Derry down, &c. 
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THE HAPPY MAN. 


A NEW SONG. 


HAVE been married theſe dozen long years, 

And happily liv'd with my Dolly; 
J leave to the Great all the national cares, 

Nor trouble my head with ſuch folly ; 

I mind my own bus'neſs, and earn my own bread, 
My wages are paid, and my children are fed, | 
And {ate on my ſhoulders I'll keep my own head, 

_ Neighbours, mind this, and be quiet. 


When my day's work is done, to the alehouſe I fly, 
And there I hear all the fine chatter, 
A deal about Freedom, and Equality, 
And ſuch like nonſenſical matter; 
Tom Painc's Rights of Man! what are thoſe Riglits to me? 
To do what is right, J am ſure I am free; | 
] want to hurt no man, no man can hurt me, 


Neighbours, mind this, and be quiet. 


I think that they all want to be at the top, 

Who make about Freedom thus ſputter; 
But if o'er the milk the cream did not pop, 

How could we get any good butter ? 
I'll keep to my work, and rejo! ice in my ſtate, | 
We can't all go foremoſt c en through the church gate; ; 
So I will be happy, let who will be great, 

Neighbours, mind this, and be quiet, 


CHURCH 


1 


' CHURCH AND KING, 
Tune, —“ Rule Britannia,” 


JN HEE o'er the bleeding corpſe of France 
| Wild anarchy exulting ſtands, 
And female fiends around her dance, 
With fatal lamp-cords in their hands, 
ChOoRUS. We Britons ſtill united ſing, 


Old England's glory—Church and King. 


Poor France, whom bleſſings cannot bleſs, 
| By too much liberty undone ; 
Defect is ; free than exceſs, 

For having all—is having none. 


Let Britons then united ſing, &c, 


True Freedom is a temp'rate treat, 
Not ſavage mirth, not frantic noiſe ; 
*T is the briſk pulſe's vital heat, 
And not the fever that deſtroys, 
Let Britons then united ſing, &c. 


The Gallic lilies droop and die, 
Profan'd by many a patriot knave ; 
Her clubs command, her nobles fly, 
Her Church a martyr—King a ſlave. 


While Britons (till united ſing, &c. 


, FaQtion's darling child, 
Enjoys this ſanguinary ſcene, 
And celebrates, with tranſports wild, 
The wrongs, miſcall'd the Rights of Men. 
But Britons ſtill united ſing, &c. 


Thy puritanic ſpleen aſſi 
Polemic Prieſt! re min thine ire! 
Nor with ſuch idle, ideot rage, 
Againſt the Church thy p 2 guns fire! 
F or Britons S will united ling, Kc b 
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Of trains of powder preach no more 
Vain is thy force, and vain thy guile! 
To God and Kings their rights reſtore, 
Nor Him blaſpheme, nor them revile! 
| For Britons will united ling, &c, 


While pillow'd on his people's breaſt, 
Our Sov'reign ſleeps ſecure, ſerene ; 
Unhappy Louis knows no reſt, 
But mourns his more unhappy Queen. 
Let Britons then united ſing, &c. 


Hie finds his Palace a Baſtile, 
| Amidſt the ſhouts of Liberty; 
Doom d ev'ry heartfelt pang to feel, 
For merely ſtriving to be free. 
Let Britons then united ſing, &c. 


Go, democratic demons, go 
In France your horrid banquet keep 
Feaſt on degraded Prelates' woe, | 
And drink the tears that Monarchs weep ! 
While Britons ſtill united ſing, &c. 


Our Church is built on Truth's firm rock, 
And mocks each ſacrilegious hand, 
In ſpite of each electric ſhock, 
The heav'n-defended ſteeples ſtand. *® 
While Britons true united ſing, &c. 


Old Britiſh ſenſe, and Britiſh fire, 
Shall guard that feeedom we poſſeſs ; 
P may write, and Paine conſpire, — 
We wiſh no more, and fear no leſs. 
CHORUS.— While Britons ſtill united ſing, £7 
8 Old England's glory — Church and King. 


SONG 


(38-23 
S © N 
To whatever Tune you like heft. 


Tis the voice of John Bull, 
( Tho! he's honeſt and dull, 
Yet he never did want common ſenſe) 
That, tho' maſters from France 
May have taught him to dance, 
He will not copy Freedom from thence. 


To a diſtance from home 
*Fis madnels to roam, 

In ſearch of fair Liberty's Tree: 
No exotics we want, 


For Freedom's a plant, 
Which flouriſhes, Britain, in thee! 


This tall tree is bound 
By three roots to the ground, 
Which King, Lords, and Commons we call; 
Guard theſe from the ſtroke, 
All true friends to the oak, 
Or the fair Tree of Freedom will fall. 


Securely each zone 
We may traverſe alone, 
If we baniſh all treacherous elves; 
When our ſtandard's unfurl'd, 
We may laugh at the world, 
If Britons are true to themſelves. 


If wayward and wild, 
An unnatural child, 
Should the Freedom of Britain deteſt ; 
Let us ſee him no more, 
Puſh him off from our ſhore; 
Let him ſeek it, where'er he likes beſt. 


Tho' Famine purſue 
All the vagabond crew, 
That make treaſon and murder their ſport ; 
We Britons will dine — 
On our jolly Sir Loin, 
And baſte it with claret and port, 
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CUOUMMON JS3ENSE 


O R 


AN ANTIDOTE © AGAINST PAINE. 


To the Tune of“ Poor Jack,” 


I. 


OME all honeſt Britons attend to my ſong. 
And be not the dupes of your foes, 
Who grieve peace and plenty have laſted ſo long, 
And his for a com they propoſe ; 
Firſt your Nobles they'll puniſh for ſpending their cafh, 
Of hoarding there's none they upbraid, 
And next your rich merchants who cut ſuch a flaſh, 
They'll cauſe to repent their parade; | 
Nay more they pretend of meer favour and grace, 
The King whom you love, they'll pull down, 
And a band of aſſaſſins they'll put in his place, 
With daggers in lieu of a crown. 


KL. 


Your paſtors and preachers mult needs go to pot, 
For they tell you of hel] and of heaven, 

We are now to be taught ſoul and body ſhall rot, 
And good men and bad be all even ; 

Oh ye Atkeiſts, and Deiſts, blaſphemers of God, 

1 | ho boaſted your love to mankind, 

1 Deſtruction and blood mark the paths you have trod, 

k Each act ſpeaks a mercileſs mind; 

We grant, Legiſlators! your {kill you diſplay, 
By methods both new and conciſe, | 

But John Bull don't like them, he often ſays nay, 
And he hates being hang'd in a trice. 


7 


Know artiſts, and handicrafts, honeſt men all, 
Whoſe gains bring you credit and joy, 

If Equality levels the great with the ſmall, 
In vain you will ſeek for employ ; 


4 


Ve landlords and tenants you'll ſhare the ſame fate, 
The butcher and baker muſt fly, 

For when plunder's the word, in the well order'd ſtate, 
None, I tro, will the markets ſupply ; 

Each man dreads his neighbour, and ſeeks where to hide, 
What he fears will be werſted by force, 

For unfetter'd envy, while warring on pride, 
Protection deſtroys in her courſe. 


IV. 
What cry's this J hear from the oppoſite coaſt? 


How deep and continued the groan, 
This is not the ſound of a triumphing hoſt, 
Tis the voice of the wretched who moan, 
Alas, tis the villager waiting his fate, 
« ] periſh! there's none to regard, 
« J levell'd yond caſtle, I tore up her gate, 
The owner I flew for reward; 
« Awhile I ſubſiſted on rapine and ſpoil, 
« A ſtronger than ] ſeiz'd my ſtore, 
« Now I periſh for want, and our uncultur'd ſail, 
« My wicked deeds bid me deplore.” 


JW 


What think you, brave Britons, of freedom like this, 
'Tis highly approv'd by Tom Paine, 

Yet why ſhould they fear, where there's nothing . 
Men uncompell d will not remain; 

Poor devils ! they've all gat a ſtring at the:r foot, 
Not an inch may they ſtir without leave, 

Not a ſixpence have they in their pockets I wot, 
Shreds of paper for coin they receive; 

Now, truly, my friends, I indignantly hear, 
It is hop'd we ſhall quickly change ſtates, 

But our laws ſhall protect us, we've hearts void of fear, 
And ſome ballaſt I truſt in our pates. 


( 14 ) 


TOM OUT OF WORK, 
O R | 
THE STAY-MAKER'S LAST JOBS. 
A new Ballad. 


To the Tune of © Derry Den,” 


I. 


E Britons, who reliſh th' enjoyment you've got, 
Here's a Stay-maker anxious to tell you what's what ; 
In unlacing the Nation he'd fain have a pull, 
And ſwears he'll Tate meaſurg of honeſt John Bull, 
| Derry down, &c. 


I. 


This botcher pretends that the ſtate is his care, 
That our flays are worn out, and we want a new pair; 
But the patterns held out by this ſon of a whore, 
Are ali turned inſide out and hind fide before. 
Derry down, &c. 


III. 


This ſlitching Reformer ſtill further inſiſts, 
That all ig is ſhould be ſettled with b/udgeons and fifts ; 
That Freedom is Plunder no matter who from 
For we're all equal booty to Rights of Man Tom. 
| Derry down, &c. 
IV. | 
In peace and good-order—true Freedom's beſt gifts, 
Rebellion and Tom muſt be put to their ſhifts ; 
No talent of Tom's in calm peace can prevail, 
For he muſt be in miſchief—or he mult be in jail. 
Derry down, &c. 


V. 


He'll prove from a Pamphlet that lies on on his ſhelf, 
Men are all ragamuffins and rogues like HIMSELF, 
That coats are in common he'll boldly aſſert, 
And clearly make out you've ne r:ght to your ſbift. 
Derry down, &c. 


Tom 


(15 ) 


VI, 


Tom would revel in Freedo-m—byt, a plague take the law!! 
That rogue, the Bum-bailiff s, ſo free with his paw; 

So his genius for Freedom muſt wait its full ſtretch, 

Till he's launch'd into Freedom by CITIZEN Kelch. 


Derry down, &c. 
„ VII. 
Purſued and unkennell'd, poor Tom has turn'd tail, 
And, making all free, has made free with his Bail; 
At the flats who releas'd him he laugh'd in his lleeve, 
And, engag d on French bus'neſs—he e en took French leave. 
Derry down, &c. 


„VIII. 
But, alas! when his ink has for Freedom been ſpilt, 


Here are twelve honeſt men who decide on his GUILT ; 

Tho' Tim from their verdict his character clears, 

And ſwears, if they're honeſt, they're none of his peers. 
Derry down, &c. 


TR >, 
When aloft in the pill'ry he «© comes into e, 
And rotten- eggs lather his /ay-makrmg face : 
How ardent heir wiſhes, who wiſh England's good, 
That a neckcloth of hemp may ſucceed that of wood. 
Derry down, &c. 

X. EY. 
May the rue © Rights of Man” in this land never ceaſe, 
Society Commerce Laws Freedom, and Peace 


May Kins, Loxps, and Commons our Rights long 


remain, 


And the Rights of the Gallows,” H——, P 
and PAINE. 


Derry down, &c. 
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Portſmouth Aſſociation Song. 


1o the Tune of © Hail! Maſonry divine!” 


I. 
APK! the nation ſhouts around! 
Mark what loud, indignant found, 
Swells the angry frank? 
« Hence avaunt ye few: 2ge brood! 
« Ye who thirlt to: Eritiſh blood! 
Quit the ſe happy plains!” 
II. 
Though France with baneful poiſon tries; 
w ich w.cked fraud, and treacheries, 
Britons to deguile; 3 
Vet vain is all her wily art, 


She ne'er ſhall teach an Englith heart, 


To act the bloody ruffian's part, 
In Albion's ſocial Ifle. 


III. 


To fave our K1xG, our Church, and State, 
All the loyal, good and great, 
In harmony unite ; 
Happy Monarch! happy land! 
Long thy patriotic band, | 
Firm and undi {may'd hall ſtand, 
To guard their Country's Right. 


IV. 
Louder raiſe the vocal ſtrain! 
« Rule Britannia, rule the main!“ 
Bid thy fleets advance! 
See they float in martial pride ; 
Bid them hurl their thunders wide! 


In Triumph o'cr old Ocean ride, 
And ſhake the ſhores of France. 


